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the parlour would have proved more worthy of
observation. The cook, a little wiry, hook-nosed
woman, worn thin by incessant action and fric-
tion, was bustling about among her kettles and
saucepans, with the scullion at her heels, both
clattering in wooden shoes, which were as clean
and white as the milk-pails; rows of vessels, of
brass and copper, regiments of pewter dishes and
portly porringers, gave resplendent evidence of
the intensity of their cleanliness; the very tram-
mels and hangers in the fireplace were highly
scoured, and the burnished face of the good Saint
Nicholas shone forth from the iron plate of the
chimney-back.

Among the decorations of the kitchen was a
printed sheet of wood-cuts, representing the
various holiday customs of Holland, with explan-
atory rhymes. Here I was delighted to recognize
the jollities of New Year's day, the festivities of
Paas and Pinkster, and all the other merry-
makings handed down In my native place from
the earliest times of New Amsterdam, and which
has been such bright spots in the years of my
childhood. I eagerly made myself master of this
precious document for a trifling consideration,
and bore it off as a memento of the place; though
I question If, in so doing, I did not carry ofi with
me the whole current literature of BroeL

I must not omit to mention that this village
is the paradise of cows as well as men; indeed,